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It was hard to live with no kids. The unfound scream which would awaken them in 
the middle of the night. The unfound sound of footsteps the size of 22 in their living room. 
The little arms that would curl up on their necks. The hugs, the giggles, and the special smell 
of babies. They were all things the Millers did not feel around, yet craved to have. After years 
of marriage, of solitude and the loneliness the big house offered, it was hard for them to 


ignore the first hope that knocked on their doors. 


Lead by despair that consumed their hearts, the Millers walked in one of the cold 
winter evenings to a destiny may change their lives forever. A destiny that would bring both 


hope and grief into their lives. 


Mr and Mrs Miller stood there in the middle of the night, holding their hands tight. 


Their beating hearts could be heard over the drums of thunder. 


Their fears and doubts were oozed away. Their hearts were beating with hope and 


prayers as the fairies arrived. 


It was said throughout the years, the fairies are creatures had better not be trusted. The 
Millers did not know whether the rumours were true or not, but the fairies were the only ones 
who did magic. A magic that is so strong it would change lives. So strong, it may help the 


Millers by the will of God, to have kids. 


There, they stood in the core of a circle made by some fairies who floated steadily in 
the air. Small creatures the size of butterflies, their human-like bodies slightly thinner than a 
child’s index. Wearing outfits the colours of nature, green, blue and yellow. Their wings 
sparkled, brightening the drops of rain that passed near them. Beautiful they were. The most 


beautiful creatures the Millers have ever seen. 


Some few paces before the couple, a floating fairy flied amid the air. Her voice so 


sharp it cut through them. She spoke as a leader to the ritual about to start. 


Shortly after, she started speaking with an unknown tongue to the two humans. An old 
language, as old as earth itself. Unlike the other fairies, she held a wand in her hand and she 
waved it up and down. While her other companions float silently in their places following 


what she was saying. 


At one point, the fairies started to fly in a circle, their radiant wings even brighter than 
before. They flew fast until they made one large beaming circle in the middle of the dark 


night. 


The end of the fairy’s wand flashed with light as the fairy raised it in the air. The light 
progressed like a lightning bolt upwards the clouds, and within a short time, everything went 
to normal. The leading fairy concluded the ritual and all her kind announced “amine”. The 


couple repeated the word enthusiastically, with their hands pressing tight. 


The Millers could finally breathe when the fairy told them the ritual succeeded. They 
waved their goodbyes to the fairies, thanking them for the unforgettable help and walked 


back to their farm. 


“Goodbye, for now”, the fairies replied with concern. 


From there, many centuries ago, the story began. 
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In a more recent time, in a nice spring morning, an echoing scream awoke the farm. 
The animals’ eyes and ears followed the roar coming from the Millers’ house. “The 


promising day arrived”, they all cheered. 


Mr Harry Miller was rushing upwards the cracking stairs. Lady Cassy following his 
footsteps that lead to Mrs, Miller’s room, the place from where the screams were coming 


from. 


Mrs Miller was on her ninth month of pregnancy, she screamed for the pain to stop 
while Lady Cassy told her to breathe. The latter was late in her seventieth, and the midwife of 
Snowshill village. Two or three months ago when Mrs, Miller went to visit her, the midwife 
told her about the seed in her belly and she predicted for it would be a girl. She sheered that it 


would be such a wonderful girl for her heartbeat was steady and powerful. 


Mrs Miller was always touching her belly, like most pregnant women do. Although, 


her pregnancy was indeed wonderful. 


Day by day, the seed on her belly grew and it was kicking stronger. Moreover, all the 
things became more peculiar for Susan. For instance, all the fruits tasted sweet, even those 
that supposed to taste sour. However, it was the flowers that startled her most; the way they 
blossomed and leaned towards her whenever she took her walk in the farm. Somehow, she 


felt that nature could not wait to meet her little baby. 


The only thing that made Lady Susan sad was that she wished her parents to meet 
their grandchild. Though it was unfortunate for the Smiths passed away many years ago. 
Leaving the poor young teen alone in the world with no brothers nor sisters. Nevertheless, her 


in-laws’ warm hearts welcomed her as a daughter of their own. Since the first day they met 


her, Susan looked the right fit for their son. Her virtue was charming to every heart and for 
theirs especially. They all lived happy together since the day they met, for wherever there is 


love, there is happiness. 


Every parents wish to live long to see their grandchildren. Kids are somehow the joy 
of this world. Nevertheless, Susan could tell she witnessed some uneasiness the day she told 
her parents in law she was hoping to have a girl. She did not understand their sudden queer 
behaviour, and the way they looked at each other with worried faces was even peculiar. She 
did not give it much attention for they shortly wore their smiles back and congratulated her 


warmly. 


On that nice spring morning, Mrs Miller gave birth to a beautiful small baby. The 
screams finally stopped and they were soon replaced by a first cry of many of a strange and 
new voice to the house. Susan felt the bond with her baby even stronger by then. The pain she 
felt was gone and her heart melted with love as tears of happiness came pouring her eyes. She 


finally felt the love of motherhood. 


The baby’s eyes were of an angel, so blue like the sea. Although, Mrs Miller never 
went to the sea, she could feel she have dived into the waves in her baby’s eyes. Captured by 


the vast ocean where she could feel heaven’s breeze. 


The sooner he heard that first cry that first unique voice, Harry rushed inside like a 
bunny-rabbit to meet his gorgeous little baby. To his eyes, she was the most gorgeous little 
girl in the world. No one heard his fall, not Cassy nor could his wife hear the way his heart 


fall for her. The way her love grabbed, grasped and seized his heart. 


Lady Susan could tell it was the first time she saw her husband’s tears. Tears of joy 


they were, the tears of a complete surrender to the love of a daughter. 


Some half hour later and when the couple could finally breathe from their long deep 


diving in their baby’s eyes. Harry hinted, 


“What would we name her?” 


“We will name her Lily” Susan replied while she held it tight in her arms. She named 


her after Lilies, flowers that represent purity and innocence. 


While they all hugged gaily. Lady Cassy left the room leaving the small family 


cocooned in their happiness. 


That evening, the whole family surrounded sweet Lily. Laughs, smiles, and good 
stories were shared under the roof. Under which their hearts breathed with love and their feet 
barely touched the floor. They all took turns to hold and kiss the lovely little thing, trying to 
feed their souls with such an angel. From one arm to another, Lily met all the members of her 


family. 


A quite small family they were; old Mr and Mrs Miller who lived three miles away 
from their son’s farm. Anna Miller -Lily’s aunt- who lived with her parents and she wandered 
so often to her brother’s house. A small family they were yet their happy souls could feed the 


world with its kindness, virtue and goodness. A consolation to all the misery in the world. 


Lily went back to her mother; the latter looked at her baby to see a small smile on her 
lips. She smiled intuitively back at her. Then, she looked at all the Millers before her, while 
Martha -her mother in law- had shown them the rope she knit for her granddaughter. They 


were all indulged in the moment, a bliss that imitated paradise. 
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In the farm, Lily’s name was on every tongue and lip. All the animals waited to see 
her for the birds were speaking unstopped about her. The birds often visited her, wandered 
around Mrs Miller’s window. Spend most of the days there for the sweet little thing 
bewitched them. Something so joyful was warming their chests they could not express nor 


define. 


Mrs Miller noticed the birds on her window, the way their eyes followed her baby. 
She smiled back at them while she often took Lily’s hand and waved to them. The birds 
waved back with their wings. Something they never did before humankind, yet they did it for 


Lily. 


Susan was happy with the birds coming and going to her window yet her happiness 
made her forgot that birds do not wave to people. She often invited them in; they stood on the 
ends of Lily’s cradle while they sang their prettiest songs to her. They were songs about the 
immense fields of lavender not far from there, and the morning sunshine that kissed the tips 
of mountains. Songs about the long clear nights of summer and the catchy pure radiance of 


the moon. 


As weeks went by, The Millers did not find any difficulty raising their little baby. 
They were parents by nature. On top of that, sweet Lily was not a crier and she slept 
peacefully most nights. However, she was a bit of a trouble in the days, she could not stay 
still, she did not want to stay on her bed and just like small birds in their nest, her tiny arms 
never stopped motioning to her mother or her aunt to carry her. It was hard to say no to those 


sparkling eyes. 


Since the baby arrived, Anna’s visits were more frequent to her brother’s house and 


they became more frequent when she attended the birds’ tweets and songs. It did not bother 


6 


her to walk the three miles between the two farms as long as she will meet Lily in the other 
side. She was there in one of the days when Susan had allowed the birds inside. “Jt was 
remarkable” she recounted the story to her parents. Their faces however, went pale. Anna did 
not see their ghost-like faces because she was busy dancing on her tiptoes as she imitated the 
birds’ dance. They could manage to give their daughter a half-smile while she descended 


from her stage. The stage that was recently performing all about Lily’s diary. 


In the two seats that attended all the theatrical performances of Anna, the two 
spectators’ hearts were full of a doubt that was becoming a reality. “The prophecy still lives”, 


their eyes whispered the unspoken words, as their hearts trembled. 
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In the house, there was a cat “Mr George”. A fat spoiled Siamese. He got long grey 
hair, dark brown on his legs and down to his white paws. His blue bright sharp eyes were 
eye-catching. Above them, stood his two big black ears curiously searching around the house 


for gossip. 


Mr George scarcely went outside, and in the times he did, he walked bragging as a 
knight in his fine armour. Moving his fluffy tail up and down, left and right, announcing his 
superiority. Most likely, because he was the only animal in the farm who could sleep inside 
the house. The animals did not understand his attitude, not even the peacock with his blue 


silky feathers. Yet, they chose to ignore him entirely and prayed for the drama to stop. 


On the other hand, the dogs loathed his behaviour, and the way he belittled them 
made them furious. They saw him as an enemy, an enemy they should never call a friend. No 
one could understand why cats and dogs do not get along; in Mr Miller’s farm however, it 
was Clear that Mr George deserved every mean thought related to his manners. The dogs 
could not stand him; they had greeted him often with their wild barking, and many times hey 
had chased him. However, the cat could not be trapped nor caught. Sometimes he could just 


walk next to Mrs Miller’s feet and no one dared to touch him. He was after all, a cunning cat. 


Mr Miller did not like his animals fighting and he made it clear to everyone that he 
despised such a deed. Whether it was between the goose and the peacock, or the sheep and 
the goats. The sooner they spot him coming, the sooner they end up their fighting regardless 


how big it was. Whether it was for some seed, coms or even an apple. 


For the keen mind he had, Mr George took that in his advantage and so he chose his 


times to go outside very wisely and no body dared to touch him. 


Mrs Miller first brought Mr George to the house when he was no bigger than a teapot. 
She treated him nicely; let him lie on her lap. Singing lullabies to make him sleep. She fed 
him with spoon and bathed him with warm water. In other words, he was the apple of her 


eyes. 


After Lily was born however, Mr, George was curious to know this new creature to 
the house for he never saw a human baby before. He saw the attention both Mr and Mrs 


Miller gave her, and he felt his crown crumbling. 


By then, Mrs Miller played with him. Their times together were short. All what she 
have done since the new threat arrived, was singing to her while rocking her closely in her 


arms. Eventually, he started to envy the new born for she took all the attention from him. 


Seasons passed, the healthy baby was able to crawl. The Millers spent hours watching 
her moving around back and forth. They called her from one side of the room to another, 


laughing about the way she crawled. 


Lily’s little feet and hands were becoming strong and smooth by day. She jolted here 
and there, giggling, screaming and even mumbling some words that were not 
comprehensible. She discovered the whole house, from one room to another, from one corner 
to another. She watched the world outside her window and she could not wait for winter to 


pass. 


By her twelfth-month, doll-like Lily was able to walk. Her strong little feet helped her 
to walk few steps steady towards one of her parents or her aunt, Anna Miller. Sometimes she 


fell and sometimes she succeeded as they all celebrated cheerfully her daily records. 


In these past months, Lily did not only learn to crawl and walk but she also learned 


babbling and cooing some voices and words. Until, she managed to say “mama”, “dadda”. 


The Millers were over the moon the first time they heard those words. They could not 
believe their ears and so they asked her to repeat the very words that may open the doors of 


heaven to a person’s soul. 


Lily repeated often the two words her articulators could pronounce. Moreover, she 
used them well, in the times when she needed her mom, or when she missed her dad for he 


sometimes spent half of the days outside farming his land. 


The little baby was an angel in her parents’ eyes and all the eyes they had the chance 


to see her. Except of course, those jealous eyes of Mr George. 


In one morning, the sun rose upon Harry’s farm who was by then sitting in the 
kitchen. Mrs Miller with the kettle on her hand poured some tea for him. Outside the house, 
the weather was getting warmer and the field was getting greener. Trees began to wear their 
leaves after a long winter. The earth from below was covering in its favourite carpet of grass. 
The same carpet where the cows loved to lie down, where the sheep enjoyed running, 


jumping and racing. 


Inside, the cat was awake having his milk next to the kitchen table. He grew meaner 
since Lily started to walk. He still miss being fondled by Lady Susan. The later her talks were 
all about Lily. He could wait for her to stop talking about the baby, but that seemed a rare 
shot. Frowning, he pulled himself out from the kitchen as he sipped a little from his milk. He 
lay down in the porch watching the goose and the rooster in their morning fight. A thing that 
made him thinking about something he never did nor thought about doing before. He saw the 


goose as she fought for her land, and the idea became clear in his mind. 


By that time, Lily was awake, she descended from her bed, a thing that she learned 
and mastered the last couple of weeks. She walked asking for her mom and dad. The cat with 


his big ears heard the little baby all from outside the house. He run in his rage to apply the 


10 


idea he was thinking of. He raced Mr and Mrs Miller for the baby. She was still walking 
towards the door, when he arrived. She smiled as soon as she saw him by the door. Yet, her 
smile faded away for she saw his rage’s fire in his blue eyes. Mad like the ocean waves on a 


shore. The cat did not know what to do next, still considering whether to attack or not. 


However, the next thing he could witness was Lily falling to the ground by the swing 


of his tail as he tackled her down. 


Poor Lily did not see that coming and she fell hard on the floor. Her cry was echoing 
in the room awakening the cat to hide himself as Mrs Miller was on her way. Lily was not a 
crier, a thing that made Mrs Miller hurry to her room to see what illness had caused her baby 


to cry. 


George had escaped the scene after his bad deed and he hid himself under the bed. 
Susan found her baby on the floor with a bruise on her forehead. Luckily, it was not serious 


and soon the sweet child regained her beaming smile and giggles on the breakfast table. 


The cat’s deed were repeated the next day. Alarming the young child to reflect about 
setting defences to confront the misbehaving cat. George was smarter than to attack Lily on 
her bed, or when she was in the presence of his breeders. Therefore, he calculated the perfect 
moments for his attacks whether using his tail to tackle her down or to use his paws and legs 
to push her down. He was getting better in fighting and just like a skilful knight; he walked in 


that ring with no regrets for the pain he caused for the little child. 


Lily’s mind was old enough to consider the fact that for her age and weak body, she 
may never be able to stand against a full-grown cat. He was fast and has a cunning attitude, 
and his legs were more fluent than hers were. Thus, she decided the next time she sees him; 


she might alert her parents at the instant. 
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For a start, Lily never left her bed in the morning without one of her parents in the 
room. Therefore, the morning fights were been diverted. The cat eyed her, challenging her to 
walk alone. He lured her with her toys for he stole a one or two. A doll that her mother sewed 
for her. A ball he grabbed from her bed. But, Lily was smart, she knew where she placed her 


toys, and therefore she was aware of the traps the cat was setting. 


Between the battles that were taking place in the house, Mrs Miller felt the change of 
attitude in her kid. She knew something was off for her daughter had stopped moving around 
the place. Yet, she never detected the cat, the way he moved nor the way he took Lily’s toys 


and placing them again in the floor. 


Susan thought that her baby was feeling lonely. Therefore, in one evening she told her 
husband that they might want to consider taking Lily for a walk in the farm. The cold breeze 


from last winter had warmed up and the days finally started to be cooler. 
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When winter passed, Lily was almost two years old. Her dad took her hand as they 
walked past the door. It was her first time ever to walk into the outside world. Her eyes were 
glowing, capturing everything she could see. From the very nearest point, where the 
doghouse was, to the far end where the windmill stood. Soon, her mom joined them too, and 


Lily’s face was lit up with joy. 


The dogs’ noses caught the distinct smell of young Lily the instant she stepped 
outside. They hurried to meet her for they awaited the whole long cold winter to see her. The 
two dogs along with their four puppies were jumping around Lily and her parents. They sung 
to her, sheering her name. They howled loudly announcing to the entire farm that young Lily 


is finally outside the house. 


Lily was over the moon, clapping her hands and stretching her arms to meet the 
puppies’ faces. Mrs Miller felt the love the dogs have for her baby, the happiness that filled 
their chests. A peculiar thing for the dogs were never excited except if they were about to be 


fed. 


Soon and before they could walk to the rest of the farm, and as the dogs were sheering 
and jumping around them. The millers heard the bleat of the sheep in the distance, the sound 
of their hooves dashing towards them. Soon, the herd crowded before them, Harry was about 
to step forward to get them back to the sheepfold but his wife caught him by the hand. She 


wanted to know how the sheep would act. 


Lily saw the sheep gathering ahead, she made pace to meet them. Again, the singing 
had started by the sheep who were blissful to meet Lily, they leapt and hopped till they came 


close to her, and bend their knees for her as if she was their Queen. 
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Lily’s parents were in disbelief by the scene they just witnessed. They looked around 
to see the dogs unblinking eying their child, walking on their tiptoes. They looked forward to 
see the sheep all consumed by the smile of their daughter. They felt the love Lily had marked 


in the place. Something extraordinary, something they only heard about in Grannies’ tales. 


While the Queen walked, followed by her parents, the dogs and the fold of the sheep, 
the cows and the birds arrived. Shortly after, the chicken and their chicks, the cows and their 
calves, the goose and their goslings and the peacock, they all came to meet sweet Lily. 


Indeed, the rumours were true the animals confessed to each other, Lily was such an angel. 


In the evening, the whole farm was speaking about how cute the little girl was. The 
dogs were regretting for they missed the chance to lick her face. In the cowshed, all the cows 
were awake. They spoke of the amazing tiny little thing. They could not wait to meet her 


again and they argued often which cow’s milk she would taste sweeter. 


In the hencoop, the chicken were gossiping unstopped, deciding to offer their best 
eggs to Mrs Miller so she can cook them or boil them to the small lovely thing. In the stable, 
the two horses stretched their long necks from the doors’ windows, listening to the birds and 
all the events they missed when they were locked in the stables. The horses wished to meet 


Lily and they were sad for they missed the chance to meet her. 


In the sheepfold, all the sheep were pleased meeting Lily that morning. They talked in 
excitement about the lovely blue-eyes angel. They all wished if they would spend more time 
with her, play with her or race her to the end of the farm. However, in a corner in the 
sheepfold, a little lamb was left alone while all his family joined their talk about the young 
girl. He kept passing a tennis ball before his feet, from one hoof to another, swimming in the 
river of his thoughts. The tennis ball stopped finally as an idea sparkled in his mind; he was 


willing to give the ball to Lily. A gift that may express his love for her. 
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The next moming, Mr Miller, his wife and the little child rode the carriage to his 
parents. They agreed to make it a simple visit before they would tell them about the 


astonishing behaviour of the animals on the previous day. 


The stallion and the mare finally met the sweet girl before she ascended the carriage 
and they could feel their hearts filled with love and serenity. A peace that would shake off the 
world from its wars and crimes. Some time later, they were racing the wind over the unpaved 


road to Mr Richard Miller’s farm. 


The sweet girl sat on her mother’s lap with her face attached to the window. She 
plunged deeply into the horizon outside. Hypnotized by the green lands and the sun-kissed 
mountains far away. Her eyes hardly blinked for she was so joyful with the beautiful world. 
She craved to be there in the middle of it. A leaf held by the green trees, a cloud traveling by 


the wind or simply a bee cuddling the pinkish-purple flowers of lavender. 


a hey 
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After half an hour, the carriage stopped before the Grandpas’ house. A small house it 
was, bigger than a cottage. With an antic grey roof with some green grass on its edges. 
Harry’s eyes always keen to this place for it was where he grew up. He checked the place 
from comer to corner. Capturing the places where he run, where he hid from his dad for not 


cleaning the stables and where he had his first hard fall from the stallion they used to have. 


Soon enough he travelled back to the present-day by the rush and uproar voice of 
Aunt Anna darting to meet her niece. Anna was so excited to meet the little girl that she 
passed her brother and Susan without noticing they were standing there. Then she turned 


apologizing and saluted the couple after she had all the hugs and kisses she needed from Lily. 


In the evening and like most farmers do when they meet, Harry joined a conversation 
with his dad. Talking about the land, the weather, the plants and the animals. Susan was with 
her mother in law and Anna helping with dinner. Martha was content with their visit. She 
spoke unstopped to Susan of the things Anna had told them about Lily. Trying to learn if 
there was something new with the girl. Martha’s heart was aching to hear some normal news, 
nothing fancy, no birds singing for the little girl nor rabbits bringing food to her son’s 


doorstep. 


Meanwhile, Lily was moving from one member of the family to another. From her 
grandpa to her aunt and back to her mother. Tasting cakes, fruits and vegetables. She saw the 


delicious plates her grandmother was preparing and she wanted to taste them all. 


The house was enfolded in the sentiments shared between its old walls. Lily was 
running through its living room like a fresh air, eyes and smiles following her. Her grandpa 
quitted talking about his favourite topic just to see her how she fitted in the new ropes Martha 


sew for her. 
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After the sun went down, the cat came from outside. Unlike Mr George, Mr Milo was 
a sweet grey British Shorthair. The entire farm loved him. He spend all his days playing with 
the sheep, talking with the cows, or racing with the rabbits. Little Lily was scared the moment 
she saw him for she mistook him with Mr George. However, his happy face came alive the 


instant he saw her and in no time, they were buddies. 


The cat and the little girl played together as if they knew each other for years. She 


patted him, hugged him and he meowed to her expressing his delight with her visit. 


Shortly after, dinner was served. The whole family gathered around the table. Lily 
was in her mother’s lap, trying to taste from every plate on the table. Harry could wait no 


more, and he discussed the amazing scene that happened the other day in the farm. 


All the ears listened attentively. At first, his parents enjoyed the story he narrated. 
Nevertheless, after he was close to end the scene, their faces went pale and their smiles had 


faded away. The feeble look on them was obvious to everyone on the table. 


Harry stopped recounting the story while Aunt Anna moved close to her mother, 
asking her if everything was all right. Martha as if awakening from a daydream, managed to 
say, “Yeah, yeah I’m okay honey”. She gave a look to her husband who was in front of her 


and their faces spoke of the distress their hearts trembled with. 


Neither Harry nor his wife could figure what went wrong that evening. The sudden 
blankness of silence. Their evening went upside down in merely seconds. His mother excused 
herself to go to bed. Anna and Susan went after her to the bedroom. They tried to make her 
talk but after some vein efforts, Susan asked her sister in law to stop nagging about it for 


Martha apparently did not want to talk. 


The life that danced in ecstasy inside the living room was then laying as a dead 


corpse. The grandpa was sitting still in his place to the table. Swimming in his thoughts 
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unable to talk to his son who asked him repeatedly whether he was fine, whether to call for a 


doctor, whether there is something bugging him. 


By then, Mrs Miller returned from the bedroom. She left Anna with her mother whom 
was still unable to talk. Nothing could she get from her except for “Okays”, and “Fines”. 
Susan leaned on her husband shoulder after she joined him on the table. She watched old Mr 
Miller face, deadly pale and she whispered to her husband “Maybe we should spend the night 


here”. Harry approved by nodding while he watched the old wretched man before him. 


After being unable to drag the words out from his father, Harry withdrew himself 
from the table to check his mother. Anna told him that she had no idea why their mother was 
crying. Harry bent on his knees, wiping the tears on his mother’s cheeks. He gave a long sigh 


before he leaned back next to her with her hand on his. 


In the living room, Lily was calm and her voice grew so little when the place around 
her went so quiet. She felt the sadness that covered the air. She walked towards her grandpa, 
“Papa”, she said, stretching her hands for him to hold her. This word finally cracked the 
door open for a secret so few knew about. A secret that holds pain and sadness whenever it 
visited their talks. He grabbed her gently from the floor. He kissed her forehead and hugged 


her “my sweet angel”, he cried. 


The old man finally decided to talk, to share the secret with his son. He called for 
Harry and asked Susan to join them. Martha heard him and she knew instantly that he was 
about to tell the story of their little child. Her tears poured down as she got up from her bed, 
she leaned on the bedroom door while Anna joined her too, just few steps from the table 
where the others gathered to listen to the story, the story that was inked in history by the 


Millers blood. 
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Everyone lend their ears to Mr Richard Miller who begun narrating in low sad voice. 
A sadness that everyone felt stretching in the living room. He began: “It was long before you 
were born, yet it feels like it was just yesterday. Your mother gave birth to this sweet lovely 
child. Jasmin, we named her for she was born in spring. For she was as white as Jasmines 


and smelled like one. 


We were so happy with our first child whom grew up to be such a miracle. The sky 
never gloomed when she was outside for the sun had a crush on her. The animals grew to 
love her by day. Sheep, cows, and chicken, you name it. They all raced to meet her the minute 


she got outside the house as Birds sang for her their best melodies. 


We were so happy, consumed by the little child till the day your grandparents gave us a 


visit”. 


At this point of the story, Martha was sobbing with her tears pouring down unstopped. 
Fighting the pain that pressed on her heart. Old people are known by their strength; it was 
said only the saddest memories could torch their hearts and break those steel walls they build 
by years. Unfortunately, in Martha’s case, the story Richard was telling, made her shields 


drop to the ground for no defence is strong to fight back the pain of losing a child. 


Aunt Anna was by her mother’s side, asking her with worried face whether she likes 
to join the others on the table. After she got no reply, she brought a chair from the kitchen 


and begged her to sit. 


Harry and Anna knew they had a sister but as the story escalated, they were becoming 


sure they were not been told everything. 
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The grandpa continued moving his eyes towards his son, “when your grandparents 
arrived, they saw the same scene they witnessed with my old sister who passed away years 
before I was born (peace on her soul) he prayed. Only by then, we knew about it, only then 


we became anxious about it. 


Couple of years later, our daughter died, at the same age her aunt died before her, in 
her seventh birthday. We came to understand by the story your grandfathers told us. “The 


first daughter born to the Millers family never passed her seventh birthday”. 


Harry was in shock for the story meant one thing, that soon enough Lily might have 
the same fate. Frustrated, struck by the thundering news, he hardly believed the words he was 


listening to, Susan held tight to his trembling shoulder with tears sparkling in her eyes. 


The grandpa continued. Our family knew it, and for generations, a miracle visits us 
all, it gifts us the happiness no one ever can imagine. It spreads life in our souls only to take 
it back later. Nevertheless, and by long years, we have understood that something that 
miraculous is not made to last. It was a true gift, for all the Millers. We have learned by hard 


to understand the collateral beauty that it is hard to see at first. 


Harry did not breathe a word nor could his wife. Silence covered the place as sorrow 
and despair sneaked into their wretched hearts. They looked at the young innocent Lily as the 
thought crossed their troubled minds. “It... it cannot happen..., it cannot..., we cannot 


possibly lose her”, Susan mumbled before her eyelids could no longer hold her tears. 


Martha stepped towards Susan, trying to comfort her, “We do not know for sure 
darling because only God knows. Only he can give and take.” Susan leaned towards her and 


hugged her tightly as she repeated the words “only he can give and take”. 


The air that swarmed with laughter and gaiety soon turned to a graveyard. Where no 


fire could warm their agonised frozen souls. And in the wild minds of Lily’s parents that 
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could not sleep that night, it was only one thought which circled deeply bothering their 


tranquillity. The thought of losing Lily. 
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After a half of an hour from leaving the house, Harry went back. He could not work 
that day nor the past couple days since their return from his father’s farm. For his mind was 
still overwhelmed, nothing had seemed to change the melancholy feeling that he could not 


swallow. Its bitter taste stuck to his days and nights making him feel low and distraught. 


He entered the house; he went straight looking for Lily who was by then still asleep. 
His wife’s eyes followed him watching how unsettled he was. She could sense the way he felt 
because the idea of losing their daughter never left their sleepless minds. He looked at the 


way she slept, an angel wrapped in her clouds of white pillows and a blanket. 


Susan approached him from behind, “we are going to survive this” she tapped him on 
the shoulder. He curled his fingers tightly around her hand. He kissed it and prayed again to 
the lord to accept their prayers. He cleared his throat as he turned to face her and sighed: “We 


are not going to let this consume us”. 


The couple chose finally to walk to the light instead of cursing the dark. They chose 
smiles over tears and rainbows over storms. The unpleasant thoughts that held them back 
started to dart away. Leaving space for hope to grow and blossom. Regaining their faith back, 


they decided to enjoy their coming days to the fullest. 


They prayed a lot in the days to come. Meanwhile, Lily has grew to become the most 
elegant sweet young girl the eyes could catch. Harry could not stand being away from the 
house, because he favourited to be with his family than anything else. By being with Lily all 
the time, he could not fulfil all his duties. Therefore, he was willing to find a good lad to help 


him with the farm. 
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Jack the new lad was resided not very far from Mr Miller’s farm, just below the hill. 
He found no difficulties in coming and going to the farm. In all his life, He was surrounded 
with cows and goats, sheep and horses. He loved to work with his father and brother, yet they 
both advised him to go and work for Mr Miller the instant they learnt that the latter was 


looking for a lad. 


The people in Snowshill village knew Mr Miller well. His cleverness, proficiency, 
and his new agriculture methods were in no doubt effective and outstanding. A thing that all 
the village had tasted in the fresh fruits and the abundance harvest he made every year. 
Therefore, Jack has followed his father’s wishes to go and learn from the best and that is of 


course Mr Harry Miller. 


Harry was thrilled that he found such a good lad as Jack. He watched him in his first 
day, how he fed the animals, how he treated them. How he moved carefully between the 
plants and he instantly knew that Jack was qualified for the job for those who love what they 


do are the best accomplishers. 


After a week from working in the farm, Jack noticed a peculiar thing about the 


animals. He murmured the words to himself “These animals never fight”. 


Strangely, as it sounds, the animals never fought again. Ever since that day when they 
saw and met Lily. Every fight ended before it had started. They all tried to make it a peaceful 
place for Lily. They had meetings in the late evenings where they agreed to never fight and to 
raise their issues to the group so as they can solve it all together. They made a party of six, a 
bull, a cow, a rooster, a dog, a jackass and a rabbit. The party’s role was to maintain peace 
and punish those who stand against it. The truce of peace was so holy to them that they made 
it clear not to make troubles to the new lad. Even the dogs were nice to him, the ones who 


usually barked to every new comer to the farm. 
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Jack was bewildered to the easiness those animals were. The sheep never fought for 
food. They all waited their turns in order. The cows came willingly to be milked every 
morning. They did not stubborn nor kicked. The horses never escaped to the open field, and 
each day, he would find the rabbits wandering at the same place where he left them. 


Moreover, one call from him and they would jump back willingly to their hutches. 


Jack could not believe his eyes. With his nineteen years living in a farm, he had never 
seen such a remarkable thing, such peaceful animals. He could not wait the day to pass to go 


back and tell his brother and father of the things he witnessed. 


At the dinner table, he told them what he saw in his first week. His brother did not 
believe him “cows are never easy-going animals”, he argued. Mr Green followed their 
argument, before he finally commented, “Harry is simply genius with animals, no wonder he 
made them act that way”. He then advised his son to learn from Mr Miller for he knows 
much more than they do. Jack nodded to his father but deep down within himself he 


considered that the animal’s behaviour was beyond any human training. 


The next morning, Jack witnessed even greater discovery. For the first time he saw 
young Lily in the field with all the animals around her. They all bowed to her, saluting their 


Queen. After patting each one of them, they soon went back to their folds and yards. 


Harry saw Jack’s jaw dropped in astonishment. After he told him the story of Lily, He 
implored him not to mention the slightest word to nobody for not all people can understand 
such beauty. Jack made him a promise and when he came close to Lily, he understood clearly 
why Harry was willing to hide her from the world for she was an angel, a walking miracle in 


deed. 
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When He walked back to the wheat field, he finally sensed why the animals behaved 
in such a way, why it felt so peaceful at Harry’s farm, it was all because of Lily, in a way she 


radiated tranquillity to everyone around her. 


In one of the evenings, while Susan was praying aloud. George’s big ears caught 
some interesting news. However, he had a wrong interpretation for he thought that Lily was 
sick. The cat did not move his toes standing there behind Mrs Miller. Strangely, as it stroke 


him; he had felt sorry for his enemy, he felt sad for the young child. 


Lately that evening, Mr George was walking around the house, still processing the 
mixed up feelings in his chest. Until he decided that no further battles would be attempted 


against little Lily and he ascended to the attic where he took off his knight’s armour. 
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Days later, while the cat was nowhere to be seen. An idea crossed Harry’s mind. He 
was willing to bring Lily a pet. He told Susan “I thought about a puppy at first, but then I 
remembered how bad dogs and cats relationships can be, especially with George in the 
house who’s not a big fan of dogs either”. Susan listened and smiled for she loved the idea of 


bringing another pet to the house. 


“T considered bringing a new cat from village but again I felt sorry for George. Let alone 
that he is so spoiled, no wonder he will not approve seeing another cat wandering around the 
house”. Having said that, his wife was curious to know as her eyes widened “if it is not a 


kitty nor a puppy, then, what are you willing to bring for her?” she exclaimed. 


Harry continued, “So again, I had to think, then, a memory or more like an image crossed my 
mind. About a very special lamb who held a tennis ball in his mouth yet he was shy to meet 


Lily. And I thought why not!” 


Susan overwhelmed “a lamb!” she hesitated. “A lamb.... yeah... Why not”, her smile 


widened and her eyes brightened. 


The next day, Harry brought the lamb home. The latter was old enough that he 
required no milk and he fed on grass, wheat and vegetables. He was scared in his first day, 
trying to escape the instant Mr Miller put him down on the floor. His loud bleating brought 
Lady Susan and Lily to the living room. Little Lily called for the young lamb and he instantly 
felt comfort. He stopped kicking the door, and he turned back to face her. She rushed to meet 


him “a lamb, a lamb”, she shouted while bouncing on her toes. 
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He felt safe then, his muscles relaxed and he felt relief as she fondled him on his head 
and ears. “He came to live with us” her mother sheered. The little girl bounced even higher 


now, and then she reached again for the lamb, I will name you “Snowball”, she trilled. 


While all these recent actions were taking place, Mr George heard the giggles 
downstairs. He smelled a different smell that was strange to the house. He could recognise it 
for he smelled it often coming from the sheepfold outside. A thing, which raise his curiosity. 
Therefore, he dropped his ears bellow, directing them left and right until the sounds became 


more plain and comprehended. 


A rush of envy run through him enabling him to settle in one place. He went back and 
forth, accompanied with agitation. His crown has been named for another settler who was by 
then, taking the most attention of the family. There in the attic, his agitation faded away for 
another feeling was getting hold of the cat’s chest. A new unwanted friend, the unbearable 
feeling of sadness that made him finally settle in one of the corners of the small room. He lay 


down, wrapped in his fluffy tail, the only comfort in the coldness of loneliness. 


Downstairs, in her very room, the young child and her father made a small place for 
the lamb. Using some blankets for the floor so it would be cosy for him. Lily was worry if by 
chance the lamb will get cold at night. However, her father reassured that the coat of wool the 


sheep wear would warm their bodies even in the coldest days and nights. 


The caring child felt comfort hearing that and so she addressed the lamb to its place. 
To her parents’ great surprise, the lamb went willingly as if he understood Lily’s words. Mrs 
Miller however, observed some dirt on Snowball as she instantly suggested of giving the 


sheep a warm bath. 


With that, Lily was watching gaily next to the bathroom door as her parents were 


bathing the little sheep. This latter was struggling at first but then he began to enjoy the 
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relaxation offered by the warm water along his skin. A feeling as his memory recollected, he 


had never felt before. 


Straight after, Mr Miller held the lamb in his arms. The sheep was covered in blankets 
except from his eyes that followed Lily as she giggled, jumped and hurried escorting them to 


her room. 


Not very long after, both Lily and her lamb felt sleepy. Mr and Mrs Miller saw how 
their eyelids were heavy. There, they kissed their daughter a good night and patted the little 
lamb and walked outside the room. Lily watched her new friend until her eyes surrendered to 
sleep as the latter was thinking about his mom, his fold and his friends. He longed for them. 


Yet, he was happy to stay there with sweet Lily and her kind parents. 


Couple of days later, Snowball had become more familiar with the house, leaving no 
signs for mischief whatsoever. The housekeepers were dazzled to see such a smart lamb. As 
for this latter, he learnt where he should play, eat or sleep. He played with Lily for long hours 


making the house alive with their voices, which were loud and echoed around the place. 


On his third day, Snowball and the little child went outside accompanied with Mr 
Miller. They visited the sheep’s cattle. The lamb’s happiness was apparent in his moves while 
he jumped, danced in circles around his brothers. He told them all about the games he played 
with young Lily. His brothers and sisters dazzled as they were, envied him for the good time 
he had, however, they insisted for him to come and visit them again, to tell them all about his 


stories and especially the hide and seek game Lily taught him to play. 


As their visit ended, the young sheep and the sweet girl went back to the house. With 
promises to come and visit again. When they reached the house, the lamb observed Mr 
George on the attic’s window. He read the sorrow that was clear in the cat’s face. The lamb 


stopped for a moment before he followed Lily’s call. 


Ze 


Inside, Snowball was quieter for he was thinking about the poor cat. He tried to 
answer the questions racing inside his head, “but who better to answer these questions than 
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Mr George himself!” Said a canny voice inside his brain. 


As for no delay was required, that evening, he went to visit the cat. 


As Lily was taking her bath, the lamb seized the moment and he ascended towards the 
attic. He took the stairs and then he climbed the ladder leading to the attic. As he pushed 
himself up, his eyes met with those blue curious alarmed eyes that almost plunged at him. 


They were of course of Mr George’s. 


Mr George was certainly in no mood for attending to uninvited guests, as he roared 


clearly, “what the hell brought you up here wool ball”. 


The young sheep started with the most generous words, neglecting those vicious of the cat. 


Snowball expressed his regrets for not coming to make acquaintances with the cat 
upon his arrival to the house. Apologising also for the intrusion he made. Mr George held his 
tongue, still watching the lamb carefully yet startled with the politeness of the little sheep. 
The latter continued to narrate his story of coming home as Mr and Mrs Miller welcomed him 
with the sweetest gestures. Wondering how the cat must be fortunate for he lived with the 


sweet child. 


“What do you like about that spoiled creature anyway, I still don’t get it” frowned the 
cat. Snowball was perplexed for he had never anticipated such a reply. His bewilderment was 
clear on his face and silence took all his words. The cat continued loudly than before, “I was 
their favourite you know...They took me to bed, they read me stories, and they patted me... 
Before that little creature come and ruin everything. She is consuming every single one of 


ae 


you. 
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Mr George spoke with agitation, sharing what he felt for the last couple of years, the 
feeling of being forgotten, or worse replaced. Snowball was following then attentively; for he 
had a mind of a wise king, he let the cat finish all the untold words he kept inside him. 


However, he set the course to defend the name of his breeders and his sweet friend. 


The lamb replied finally, “but you are mistaken fellow, the Millers have never 
forgotten you. They do care about you for they asked about you many times. Wondering 
where you were, wanting to see you around. Look to your place and you shall see their 
caring hearts followed you around. Look, here is your dinner and here is your bed with cosy 


warm blankets. 


The cat followed the lamb’s foot that motioned all the stuff around the small room. 
From one corner to the other. He saw the comfort he had, and he felt the attention he was 
given. He recalled Mrs Miller bringing him food, calling his name at the ladder “hey 
sweetie” she called repeatedly, but Mr George never answered. She often stayed at the attic, 
asking him to come and play, but it was he, who chose to be left alone. Suddenly, his feelings 


of rage became to pull back from his chest as regret started to fill its place. 


Snowball noticed the impact his words gave and he continued to play the notes that 
may bring the poor fellow from all the darkness he surrounded himself with. He continued, 
“As for Lily, You were prejudiced in the meanest way against her not leaving yourself the 
chance to know her”. The cat gasped for air, he took a long sigh, reflecting about all his 
deeds for the last years. “Was I that much blind with jealousy, was I that much cruel”, he 


murmured to himself. 


The cat’s emotions flooded like a river, it seized him and for a moment he was no 
longer there, he was at the room where he attacked the innocent child for the first time. 


“What have I done!” the cat blamed himself. 
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Snowball excused himself out, leaving the cat deeply thinking about the matter. While 
he reached the ladder, he turned back to Mr George “by the way”, he invited, “you are 


always welcome to come and join us downstairs”. 


The next morning, Mr George went downstairs, he had his milk in the kitchen as Mrs 
Miller cheered, “look who decided to finally show up”. The cat finished his milk and stood 
there in his place bothered by Lady Susan that tickled him every now and then, squeezing 
him gently with her hands until he meowed to let him go. He was even patted my Mr Miller 
who was surprised to see the cat down the breakfast table. The Millers’ actions spoke of one 


thing, of how badly they missed him and with that Mr George’s heart was warm. 


Some time later, Lily was awake. Next to her bed, Snowball was gazing at her calmly, 
nothing was pleasant in the world than watching her awake every morning. To see that first 
glow in her eyes. That first sunrise on the vast blue ocean. Lily stretched her arm to pat him, 
he too leaned his heard forward to meet her halfway, and that is how they said good mornings 


most days. 


Downstairs, Mr George heard their footsteps and he walked with doubtful steps to 
meet them in the living room. Lily was surprised to see the cat before her, simply because she 
did not see him for days. Nevertheless, something strange was in his eyes that morning. 
There, she read peace that made her let drop her guards. There, she read regret hiding away 
but as bright as the moon in a clear night. With all the passion and sorries his face could tell, 
Lily stepped forward and before the cat’s face, she leaned. There eyes met to say that 
friendship can be set. She passed her fingers through his hair and she said finally “it is okay 


George, let it go”. 


Mr George’s heart was flooded with love and feelings that he never felt before. One 


more look to her eyes, and he could feel he no longer belonged to earth; he was merely a 
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cloud in god’s heaven drawn by the lord’s best pencil. He felt light as a bird who flight with 
wings made of light that took him high and away from anything could hold him back to the 
present. In a moment of time, he was no longer Mr George but he was transformed to 


something transcendent that blossomed like a flower in a quiet spring morning. 
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As days turned into weeks, Harry’s parents and Aunt Anna came to visit. Harry came 
from the sheepfold the moment he saw their carriage arriving, while Jack stood behind, 
feeding the sheep cattle. Mrs Miller, little Lily and the new two friends came outside to meet 
them. Both Anna and Lily ruched to hug each other. As for Snowball and George, they 
waited on the porch for Anna to come and meet them. The cat told his friend all about the 
sweet aunt and Snowball -or whitebeard as the cat called him- was by then waiting in 


excitement to meet her. 


“We got a lamb”, Lily cheered to her aunt. Anna saw Snowball and she instantly 
called him. He answered with a blink of an eye while Anna stepped forward to meet him. She 
fondled him from his forehead to the back of his neck as she finally called the cat to pat him 
too. The others stood there and laughed for Anna has completely forgot to greet Mrs Miller. 
The latter took no offence for she knew Anna was a free spirit and her pure heart has nothing 


alike. 


After they all shared pleasantries, Harry asked them to get inside, he then called for 


Jack to free the horses from the carriage and take them to the stables. 


Lily was coming between the kitchen and the living room. From her Grandma and 
back to her Grandpa she went, just like the morning sunshine, pumping warmth to their 


hearts. They were in ecstasy to see her run, play, and talk as she became more fluent. They 
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recalled old days, tens of years ago, reviving nostalgically the same feeling Jasmin gave 


them. 


Shortly after however, they were all occupied by their routines. The farmers talked 
about farming, and the women were in the kitchen chitchatting about Anna’s new method in 
sewing and clothing. As for George and whitebeard, they were sharing their excitement about 


what Lady Martha would cook for them. 


The grandparents spent the night there; the evening was full of stories that Martha 
enjoyed sharing with her little grandchild. Stories about rabbits and dragons, princesses and 
princes. Everyone kept quiet and listened gaily. As for George and Snowball, their bellies 


were full and they too joined the river of stories and sank deeply in the waters of imagination. 


Mrs Old Miller woke up early in the morning. She found her daughter-in-law in the 
kitchen where this latter had just made the kettle on the fire. A moment later, they were 


talking about the lamb and little Lily. 


“Perhaps you should go back to bed... Lily is still asleep and Harry would not come till 


lunch,” Susan advised for she saw Martha a bit tired. 


“Naah, I think I will manage with a cup of tea my dear”, Martha replied... “Besides, I really 


want to take a tour in the farm,” she continued. 


“The tea is going to be ready in any minute mom” Susan replied. 


Both exchanged smiles. However, Susan’s smile shortly faded away. Stolen away 


from her face for something inside her chest disturbed her peace of mind. 


Able to read the untold words, Martha approached her son’s wife, “what’s wrong 


sweetie” she pleaded. 


Susan’s face went paler by then, and she could barely hold her tears back. 
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“It’s Lily, Mom... I just... just can’t imagine losing her... we do not have much time and she 
is growing up fast”. She cried and with trembling lips, she managed to say the fear she kept 


inside for a long time. 


Martha held her in her arms, trying to shake off the terrors swarming in Susan’s heart. 


“God is good, sweetie” she reassured. 


Susan sank her face into Martha’s shoulder. They stood there hugging, tangled 
between hope and despair. Not many words were said, except for their prayers that travelled 


upward the sky. 


The kettle’s whistle alarmed the two ladies. Susan went straight to it; she moved it 


from the fire to the table as Martha returned to her chair. 


The two women’s souls sight in relief, as they tasted the sweet lemon tea. However, 
two paces out the kitchen, there was a heart leaped in terror, not grasping what he just 
learned. He then, made a turn and run away to his friend to tell him all about what he had 


heard. 


His words escaped his dictionary. His feelings rushed inside him, making it difficult 
to breathe or to articulate the news he heard. He was now standing before whitebeard trying 
to whisper the news he still did not grasp. The lamb tried to calm his friend while they stood 


in the corridor upstairs. 


His tail was shaggiest than ever, his eyes were wide, speaking of fear and fighting 
back tears. His lower lip trembled with fear and his figures held the horror his words could 


not tell. Fever held his body while Snowball requested him to calm down. 
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All that time, the lamb’s guts were suspecting something bad, something evil that 
touched his poor friend. His heartbeat raced and his senses were awake, alarmed to hear the 


words he anxiously waited. 


With no openings, not with the slightest or simplest introductions. With a great effort 
that made the speaker almost faint. Mr George finally blubbered, “it... it is... it is Lily, and 


s... Sh... she... she is going to die”. 


The words stroke the lamb like thunder, split his body and soul into two halves. 
Ripped his heart and fed it to the hungry wretchedness. He no longer could breathe nor talk. 
He felt the contractions inside him. He watched the light fading away. A moment later, he fell 


down to earth. His face deadly pale, his eyes dark from life. 


Mr George did not know what to do; he rushed to Lily for help. The young girl woke 
up immediately. She understood what the cat was saying and hurried to save Snowball. She 
tried to wake him up, but her efforts seemed to go in vein. She called her mom. “Mom... 


Mom”, she screamed repeatedly. Susan hurried, climbing in the stairs two at a time. 


“It’s Snowball”, Lily cried. 


Susan checked his pulse; it was weak and fragile. She asked for a pillow, Lily brought 


one from her room within seconds. 


“He is having a heart attack”, Susan voice echoed in George’s ears as she spoke to 


Lady Martha who followed her upstairs. 


Martha asked Susan to bring her some water. She washed the lamb’s face, and then 


she put the pillow down his head “now we wait”, she prayed. 
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Minutes later, Snowball was regaining strength and his body gained power just like 
buds of trees after a long winter. He tried to set himself up but the cat advised him otherwise. 


“Perhaps you should rest here a bit”. 


Lily was next to her friend. His eyes were fixed on her, and tears came pouring down 


on both their eyes. She hugged him tightly as the pain in his chest started to fade away. 


An hour later, Snowball was on his hooves. Mr Miller re-examined his lamb and he 
finally informed them that he would be better in couple of days. “Nothing serious”, he 


comforted his little child. 


Later that afternoon, when the family was all gathered in the living room, the lamb 
joined his friend and asked for an advice. What they shall do with such knowledge, would 


they keep it to themselves or would they tell the other animals. 


By next morning, a decision was already made. As the cat suggested, the two 
comrades awake early in the morning. They went the sheepfold. The dogs eyed Mr George in 
amazement for they did not expect him to walk near them. The cat’s face was serious and he 
hardly noticed them. They followed him, not to attack, but just curious to see where the two 


friends were going. 


In the sheepfold, all the sheep were awake and they rushed towards Snowball to meet 
him. The lamb’s stare was earnest and it did not gave the impression of comfort. He 
eventually announced when the entire fold assembled before him “I’m afraid it is not good 


news we have come to share folks”. 


Silence beheld the place until some of the sheep’s patience cut short to ask about the 


matter. 
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“Tt is about Lily” the answer came from the cat after he saw that his friend was unable to 


proceed. 


Snowball looked down in despair and sadness. Before the crowd’s voice went aloud. 


“What happened, what is going on, can someone of you please tell us”. 


Mr George finally freed the words out, “we are sorry to tell you that Lily is going to die” 


Everyone was in shock while the cat spoke the entire story at the request of some of 
his audience. Mr George never lied nor he cheated to any of the animals, and for that, his 
words were reliable. He spoke the words that were excruciating every ear. With hardness and 
trembling voice, he poured sadness to every heart of theirs. Everyone was silent by the time 
he finished, dwelling in the horrors those words held, drowning in the blood of their fresh 


wounds. 


Some time later, the two friends went homeward, leaving everyone in the sheepfold in 
horror. The cat ascended to his place where he tried to take rest. Though he hardly got any, 


for his soul was still languished by the terrible news. 


Downstairs, the sheep went to meet Lily. He stood there calm watching her, trying to 


shake the thought of losing her. 


Soon the words spread, flied from the sheepfold, to the cowshed, and from the 
cowshed to the hen. The dogs told the chicken, the goose told the horses and the birds learned 
the news from everyone who met them. It was epidemic and by midday, everyone realised 


the panic, the sorrow, and they all felt the world as it shrank on their hearts. 


The farm became mute, quiet from any utterance. No tweets nor bleats, no cheeps nor 
moos, no quacks nor barks. All their minds were busy, thinking repeatedly of the unfortunate 


fate that awaits the sweet little child. 
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Mr Miller and his lad felt the change around them. They were afraid of some sickness 


might have landed on the farm as they started to examine all the animals. 


In one of the stalls in the stables, a female horse of Richard Miller was thinking 
deeply of a story her mom told her repeatedly. It was a story of a young girl of Mr Miller. 
The mare’s memories were becoming more vivid by then. She recollected the whole story 


except of the young girl’s name. 


She recalled the story of a rescuing mission to save the girl’s life. A journey to a well 
not far from there, a visit to some wild creatures. For a minute, she hesitated whether to tell 
the story to these folks. It was merely seconds before she could see the whole image; maybe 


this time would differ, maybe this time it would actually work. 


She turned to Molly, Mr Harry Miller’s mare and she told her the whole story. When 


she was narrating however, she could finally remember the girl’s name. 


“Her name was Jasmin”, She repeated. 
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“Harry up, there is some news you need to hear”, Snowball told Mr George as he 
urged him to hurry. They went together towards the windmill for most of the animals were in 
a meeting with Richard’s mare. She was retelling the story for everyone. She told the two 


friends all over again, about the well; about the way may save Lily. 


Although the thing was not sure to be real or maybe just a bedtime story as some of 
the animals suggested, for some of them, hope already started to find its way in to their souls. 
They sighed in relief as they were willing to take the chance to save little Lily. Along with 
many animals, the cat and the lamb prayed for it to be true, as they listened to the whole 


story. 


On the next day, the morning Lily’s grandparents decided to leave, all the family 
gathered before the carriage. Except of Anna who was still wandering in the farm. Jack was 
in the field, he raised his eyes to see this beautiful young woman picking up flowers. It was 
the second time he saw her since he started to work there. “She still the same girl”, he 


murmured as he saw her smelling the daises she picked up. 


On the other corner of the field, Aunt Anna saw Jack too, she knew him instantly by 
the way he wore his cap. The train of her memories took her back when they were kids. She 
recollected how he picked up flowers for her. How he run after the bees that disturbed her. 
She gave him a smile while he stood there surprised. He then waved at her with his cap but 


she was already leaving. His eyes followed her until she reached the waiting group. 


The carriage left that day leaving Jack’s heart prisoned in his memories, enchained by 
every race they had, every laugh and every talk. He recollected the days of summer, the sweat 
on his dirty t-shirt, the fresh air the trees gave and the delicious apple pies of Lady Martha 


Miller. He recalled giggles of a young girl, how she used to surprise him from behind and run 
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away with his cap. His soul was by then nostalgic to those times of childhood and most of all, 


to those times when he met with Anna. 


In the evening, and as it was planned already, the party set up a meeting. It was said to 
discuss the matter of saving Lily. A thing that made all the animals arrive. Soon, they were all 
there before the windmill. As she led the meeting, one, because she was one of the party 
members, and second because she was the eldest. Betsie the old cow stated the entire story 
starting from the sad news the cat had shared couple of days ago to the rising hope the mare 


told them about. 


She insisted of giving the chance a shot. All the party expressed their approval of the 


idea with their nods and yesses. 


The cow as she seemed by then, leading the concert illustrated, that the visit to the 
well has to be well planned. It was obvious that not all the animals have to go, but just few 
who are willing to meet the unknown creatures. She added that the members that would go 
have to be good speakers, and of course, neither Mr Miller nor Jack should notice their 


absence. 


Betsie read the animal’s faces that showed some concerns yet they all seemed to agree 
on her idea. As her audience was still following her attentively, she called for volunteers to 


go and meet the wild creatures. 


The animals agreed yet with worried faces. Some seconds later, the horses started to 
speak mentioning the difficulty of finding time to be absent. “Mr Miller may call for his 


carriage at any minute”, they argued. The animals nodded in understanding. 


The chicken with trembling words stated they are not the best of speakers, and a 


meeting with a creature they do not know with a crucial purpose as the one at hand, would 
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definitely require a sharp tongue. The goose mentioned her goslings and how much care they 


need. Again, the other animals all nodded in understanding. 


By and by, most of the animals found excuses for not going. The cat interrupted those 
sets of events by walking forward, stating his will to go. He was the first volunteer, and for 


that, he received the best encouragements from those who attended the meeting. 


Following his friend’s lead, Snowball mentioned how much he cares for Lily, and 
then he too volunteered to go. He was worried his proposal would be rejected for his young 
age. Surprisingly, most of the attendants welcomed his choice and he looked at George who 


eyed him respectfully. 


The old cow understood finally the actual reason behind the animal’s behaviour. 
“Only one thing could prevent them from going”, she told herself. The thing was that 
sometimes animals or people would not do something just because it is new to them. They 
become afraid of jumping out from their security zone. Anything new to them may scare 


them. 


Betsie lectured the group that such thoughts better not be taken seriously for no one in 
their group had met a wild creature. No one could judge a creature unless he faces it or gets to 


know it. “Only then, we may decide whether they are good or bad”, she concluded. 


Her words did not help in the slightest for all the faces were looking down. However, 
and without notice, a sweet voice awoke the faces that grew more wretched. It was the bird, 
He revealed his wish to go with the group for he knows the way, and he joined the two 


friends in the space between the party and the other animals. 


At the sight of the animals’ faces that were pale for lacking the courage for the 
mission, Betsie decided to conclude the meeting by expressing her wish to go with the 


selected group. The animals were content by her choice, and before the meeting ended, a 
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hoarse voice came not very distant from where the animal assembled. “Count me in”, the old 
turtle said. Betsie was pleased to hear her friend’s words for she had no doubt he may reject 


such an adventure. 


By the time Phil the turtle walked towards the group, one unanswered question was 
still bothering every mind. However, before anyone could ask, an answer came, Mr George 
suggested for it would be better if the matter takes no delay. “Hit the iron while it is hot”, he 


advised. 


Phil looked at the cat in admiration to the way he saw things, he added his voice to 
George’s for he had the same thought. The other volunteers saw no reason for delay either. 


Therefore, the day was marked. 


Betsie suggested going early in the morning, before Mr Miller’s wake-up time, so as 
the mission would not be compromised. The party approved the idea, while the rest of the 


audience followed the plan eamestly. 


However, a new thought had manifested on Snowball’s mind. “How would you go 
out of the cowshed?” He asked the Betsie. The latter answered smiling “oh, leave that to me 


honey”. 


Before the next morning sunrise, while the world was still asleep, covered in its dark 
blanket, there on Miller’s house, some paws and hoofs walked carefully. Descending the 


cracking stairs and moving outside the house. 


They walked towards the cowshed where they met Barry the bird. They exchanged 
greetings. Shortly, Betsie appeared, and with her mouth and tongue, she easily managed to 
open the door’s latch. The lamb was sure by then of what Betsie meant, and he was certain 


that she must have done that many times for she moved like a pro. Before she could salute 
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them, a voice came from behind them addressing Betsie. “What is taking you so long Bee”, 


Phil chuckled. “Don’t you start now smarty-pants”, she replied. 


The turtle appeared to be waiting for them just few paces from where they were 


standing. They all shared pleasantries as they walked towards him. 


For the turtle was small and have smaller legs, George suggested to lift him. 
Snowball helped lifting the turtle on the cat’s back, while Betsie requested the cat to tell them 


whenever he felt tired to take some rest. 


By and by, they left the farm behind, still covered in its dark blanket, and marched 
towards their goal with firm steps and greater hopes. Barry led the way to the well; he flew at 


times and sat on Betsie’s horns at times, pointing out the road for them. 


Mr George thought about the poor young thing and the sad fate that awaits her. 
Although he always believed about another life waiting at the corners of each death, yet 
somehow death was always hard to absorb for those who stood behind and watched as their 
dearests go away. It is hard to leave the world either, he thought, it would be great if one 
could see the world and enjoy its wonders no matter the horror it holds. To grow up with 
those whom you love and to feel the warmth a place can offer before the last ring bell. He 
reflected once more of the possibility of losing someone, the agony that would come with it. 
A thing that made him shake his head left and right to get rid of the misery served by the 


idea. 


After a while, the bird’s eyes caught the well, they all hurried towards it. It was not 
what they had in mind. The well was half-buried, with old wood sticks and rotten branches on 
it. The bird landed on one of the branches, and they all exchanged looks not knowing what to 


do nor what to say. 
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Snowball’s voice cut the edge of their silence, “Hello”, he yelled. “Hello there”, he 


repeated with thick voice. 


Deep down below, many eyes awakened in the darkness of the place, their sharp ears 


caught a voice, a voice they never heard in so many years. 


One of the creatures spread her wings and upward she flew with curiosity. She was 
unseen to the eye. Therefore, the group did not see her. Some of her friends joined her too, 
and before them, they watched attentively the lamb and the cat as they repeated their calls 


with sore throats. 


Minutes passed and despair sneaked to the souls that came with hope. Betsie, Phil and 
Barry retreated backward burying their faces down with depression. While the lamb was still 
calling almost bleakly, the cat could feel something weird about the place, some energy, an 


invisible living thing in the air. 


“T feel something strange about this place”, he whispered, “can’t you feel it?” he asked his 


friends. 


Trusting his friend’s words, Snowball started to narrate a story. A story that may lead 
those creatures to show themselves. It was a resume of a young girl’s life, whom everyone 
loved passionately. The lamb spoke of the news of her sad fate and the reason behind their 


visit was only to save her. He finished the story as tears came pouring down from his eyes. 


He finally retreated from the well. The cat gave another look to the air in front of him 
but nothing seemed to move, “we know you are there”, he screamed at the air. He then 


turned back and followed his friend. 


“Wait”, a sudden sharp voice cut the silence, penetrating their souls. They all turned 


back at once, to see the fairy. 
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Before their eyes, the fairy stood in mid-air, glowing in the sunrise, she was slightly 
bigger than a butterfly, but with big green eyes in her rounded face. Her human-like body was 
thin like an index of a young child. Wearing a knee-deep vamparic robe. However, it was her 
wings that caught their most attention, they were brighter than anything they have seen, 
brighter than the sunshine itself, they clapped and flapped harmoniously that made the bird 


startled for he never seen such a skilful flyer. 


For a minute, no one breathed a word, and while the fairy danced before their eyes, 
their hearts were pulled away from melancholy by the magnetising sentiment of life itself. 
For some of them, it was the same feeling they felt when they first saw Lily. The animals 
recognized the fairy by the stories generations passed through years. However, the small 
creature bewitched them, and she looked nothing like the stories, but so peaceful that it made 


them misbelieving the bad ideas the animals kept narrating for so many years. 


Catching everyone’s attention, the cat announced to the fairy, “We have come seeking 


your help to save our little friend.” 


The fairy listened to Mr George neglecting the voices that told her otherwise. They 
were voices of other fairies, whom were not seen nor could be heard to the animals. They 
warned her to talk to the animals, but she was determined to have a conversation to the only 


visitors they had for a while. 


“What’s her name?” the fairy requested as the other fairies were intrigued to know the 


answer. 


“Lily...Lily Miller”, the cat replied. 
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The name gave a huge blow to the fairy and her friends. Every fairy knew the Millers. 
They all knew the incident between the Millers and their ancestors after which they were 
abandoned from the world. Neglected and defamed by the stories that showed them as 


monsters. 


The place grew silent as the fairy’s brightness faded away. 


“Come down Lilibet”, the fairies called as they descended to the dark depths of the half- 


empty well, their only refuge. 


The fairy gasped for air, she collected her thoughts for she was willing to tell them the 


story from when it all started. 


“It was many years ago, long before these trees were born”, she motioned at the tall 
Aspen trees few yards away. She continued while everyone listened, “We used to live with 
humans and animals. We celebrated together and we grieved together. We were known for 


our magical powers and we used it only for the good sake of others.” 


“One day, a man and a woman came seeking our help. They cried and wept, made 


everyone sorry for them. They cried they could not have children”. 


“The old fairies promised them boys and girls but under one circumstance. The craft 
needed a reward. -Life for life they said- the first girl of every Millers’ generation. They 


warned the craft would live with the Millers’ sons and grandsons for years to come. 


However, their warnings were been underestimated by the thought of having boys 


and girls, grandsons and granddaughters. 


With that, the couple agreed to the terms, they pictured themselves surrounded with a 
big family and the agony of losing a child was not clear nor plain to their reasoning. The 


painful picture that bothered them faded away, for they could already hear their kids’ laughs 
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and giggles, their short warm arms around their necks. It was hard to choose, but they chose 


wrong as the days bitterly taught them. 


Shortly after, the bargain was sealed and the fairies promised the couple they would 


pay them a visit by the seventh anniversary of their first daughter. 


By and by, the man and his wife had a son and they were happy with him, they wished 


they would never have a daughter, but their fears had become true. 


Their daughter was beyond beauty itself. For she was promised to the magical craft, 
the sweet thing had some qualities of the fairies. She could understand every animal tongue. 
Nature around her always spoke through her mood, clouds visited whenever she was sad, 
and the sunshine loved to kiss her every morning. Flowers blossomed to meet her whenever 


she was out, and trees whistled with poetry whenever she met them. 


The little girl brought joy to the world, made it forgets about the years of wars and 
battles. Nevertheless, her parents were distressed for they knew a day would come when the 


fairies would come for her. 


With desperate hopes and eyes full of tears they wept before the old fairies, “but the 
packed was sealed”, the latter have argued. However, they suggested a way that may save 
the sweet child. They spoke of a sacrifice. “A sacrifice of a good loving heart would end the 


agony and break the sealed pledge”, they promised. 


Mrs Miller took that sacrifice, willing to offer her life in exchange of her daughter’s. 
Her heart held the required love, but it was tagged also to her husband and son. Therefore, 
and with such strong attachment, her sacrifice was not accepted. Both daughter and mother 


passed away on the seventh birthday of the little child. 
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Everyone blamed the fairies. We tried to win back humans, to make them understand, 
but their rage shadowed every chance to talk to them. Animals took their side too, and from 
then on, we run from the unjust cruel world. Heart-broken we left our fairylands to settle 


here, unseen, unwanted, and forgotten. 


Of course, the kid grew up. He had sons and grandsons, and by each seventh 
anniversary of the first-born girls, we were there transparent to the eyes. Obliged yet 
committed, we did what the pact had told us to do. By years, the pact was like a curse to the 


Millers and to the Fairies as well. 


Since then, the Millers gave their first daughters to the fairies. The inevitable fate 
followed these poor young sweet girls wherever they travelled. Moreover, no one tried to 
search for the fairies to stop the curse for the animals took us as demons as for The Millers, 


they forgot about us completely. 


As years passed by, the curse fall on our kind too. We hardly managed to survive 
without humans and animals. Their love gave our magic strength, and without it, we were 


feeble, drained from energy. 


Lilibet eyed the faces that followed her with sympathy and sadness. They understood 


the pact, and they felt the cold exile the fairies had to live through all these years. 


George interrupted trying to show his compassion with the fairy, “sometimes... fate 
works in the strangest wildest ways, and everyone is simply a part of it. I respect humans for 
they have the most accomplishing minds, but sometimes they are driven by their feelings until 
they become the worst judges of things. As for the animals, along lifetime, we put our trust in 


humans, sometimes, without questioning things. Lead by love, but love also can be blind. 


Lilibet was astonished with the cat’s keen mind. His words reminded her of stories 


about times when they were friends with humans. She recalled the stories that narrated how 
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strong a bond between an animal and a human can be. A sacred bond both cherish and 
respect. She wondered whether their bond with Lily was strong enough to save her. After all, 
those who stood before her were the only ones who came seeking to break the pact since the 


first couple. 


It was only then when Snowball interrupted to ask the question which his answer 
would change their lives forever. Inquiring, whether a sacrifice of an animal would break the 


pact. Whether his love was enough to save Lily. 


The fairy promised him that there was no specification on those are willing to make a 
sacrifice. No specification to any kind. “Only with true love the sealing will break”. The old 


fairies assured. 


The group of friends followed every word, and they looked at the young sheep in high 
regard as he was determined to take the sacrifice. George felt overwhelmed to see his friend 


speaks with such true love, to think of such a noble thing and to have such a loving heart. 


Lilibet reminded everyone that he who would sacrifice himself has to be in peace with 
his death. That he would have no attachments to the world, to leave peacefully just as seasons 


do. 


Betsie interrupted for the sun was almost up their heads and it was high time to go 
back to the farm for their absence would be noticed by then. She excused the fairy thanking 
her with the kindest words for she had the courage to show up and talk to them. Barry and 
Phil too expressed their delight in meeting her, promising to visit the fairies again. On the 
other hand, Lilibet told them how pleasant she was with their visit. She prayed for Lily to be 


safe from any harm and she invited them to come again whenever they are pleased. 
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Betsie, Phil, Barry, George and Snowball hit the road back to the farm while the fairy 
kept waving goodbyes to them until their bodies shrank in the distance. She then descended 


to the well with the exciting news to share with her other sisters. 
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On the very evening of that day, the animals assembled before the windmill. They all 


came curious to know about what happened with Snowball and his new friends’ journey. 


Betsie tried to tell them all about what they learned. However, before she could finish 
her story, the animals were at wrath. They kicked with their hoofs, claws, and paws not 
believing that the group dared to talk to the fairies. Betsie tried to tell them how kind the fairy 
was, but the animals were prejudiced to the stories they grew up listening to, stories pictured 
the fairies as demons and monsters. The party tried to calm down the animals’ loud roar 


before Mr Miller can hear all about their secret meeting. 


As one of the party, Betsie tried to talk to her associates. Nevertheless, they were not 
willing to talk to her. At the sight of their angry faces, Betsie knew by then, she was no 
longer a member of the party. Unfortunately, as she could figure out later, that was not the 


worst of it. 


Betsie finally realised it was unnecessary to try to convince them, because the animals 
have already made it clear they chose not to listen to her nor to her companions. She 
witnessed nothing but hatred in their voices, and for that, she was sorry. Next to her was Phil 
and George talking to the frightened young sheep. The latter never in his life saw the animals 


so furious. 


Soon, Arsenal the donkey asked the animals to go back to their folds, hens, kennels 
and trees. They left eying the five friends with contempt. After everyone had left, he turned to 
Betsie and her friends sighing, “You go and rest for now, you had a long day and you would 


probably have a long tomorrow”. 
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With tired voices, and low spirits they waved goodbyes to each other. The lamb and 
his friend left the meeting at last, distressed by the reaction the animals have shown. They 
went back home scarcely talking to each other, yet swimming in one thought, whether their 


love was enough to save Lily. 


In the next morning, the party pronounced their punishment for the five friends. 


-As Betsie expected, they announced she was no longer a member in the party. 


-They forbade any future meeting with the fairies. 


-The five friends must never speak of the fairies again. 


George and Whitebeard were upset for the party have cut any chance that may 
actually save Lily. Their uneasiness was apparent for they did not welcome the party’s 
decisions. Phil was by their side advising them not to try to stand against the party. “Things 
would soon go back to normal, let us not try to make it more terrible... We would try to sort 


things out when the time is right”, he encouraged with a wink. 


Some days later, the entire farm spoke of another exciting event. The dispute they had 
soon was forgotten and they all spoke of Jack’s will to ask for Anna Miller’s hand. The 
animals were at mirth when the birds came with the news, for the idea of a wedding meant 


two essential things, more delicious food for everyone, and a dancing party. 


The thing all started when Jack saw Anna. On the very evening of that day, he was 
scrolling of every image his memory held of her. From the time, they were very young, to 


that morning when she smiled at him. 


He talked to his father expressing his wish to marry Miss Anna Miller. Mr Green was 
very delighted to arrange such a match. He gave his blessings to his son, as he urged him to 


talk to Mr Miller. 
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On the next day, He marched with his father’s blessings to talk to Mr Miller about his 
wish to wed his sister. Harry was delighted with such news. Yet, before raising any hopes, he 


asked Jack to wait for he had to ask his parents and of course miss Anna Miller too. 


That afternoon, Harry rode to his parents, and there he told them all about Mr Jack 


Green’s will to wed Anna. Blushed as a tomato, the latter rushed to her bedroom. 


Her parents gave no objection and they were as much delighted as their son for they 
knew the Greens since forever. Martha excused herself, and went after her daughter to have 


her answer. 


Miss Anna said “yes” with her eyes lit up. 


Soon later Jack and Anna’ engagement was held, everyone in the farm spoke of it. 
They spoke excitedly about the coming wedding. George and Snowball attended the 


ceremony, and they were questioned about every detail upon their return to the farm. 


With one special news, the animals were excited most. Mr Harry Miller, as George 
narrated, wished for the wedding to be on his farm. Not the Greens nor Richard intervened, as 


the promising date was set, a month from the engagement date. 


A wedding meant there would be a party. All the animals were excitedly speaking of 
it. Planning to dance as some of them have already started to learn. The peacock was the one 


with the most talented feet and they all begged him for dancing lessons. 


However, in the middle of all these ceremonial spirits, the cow and her friends felt 
they were been neglected. It was obvious that by the fifth day of Lady Anna’s engagement, 
some attitudes have changed. Those who called them friends they hardly spoke to them, and 
those who exchanged with them pleasantries avoided them completely. They were strangers, 


ghosts in their very home. 
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To Snowball’s eyes, the animals’ judgement was cruel. He met repeatedly with his 
Mom, asking her desperately to convince the other sheep that there is actually a chance to 
save Lily. His mom however, advised him to respect the party’s vote. She stated “there is 
nothing pleasant in judging sons by the deeds of their fathers whether the fairies were guilty 
or not”. She then moved close to him adding, “But for now my dear lamb, you should not try 
and stand against the other animals”. The young sheep hugged his Mom, he knew deep 
down the animals are gentle and have good hearts, but their stubbornness would stood against 


any attempt to make them understand. 


In one of the early mornings that followed, two shadows walked under the light of the 
moon. Covered by the secrecy the night gave. They walked quietly, moving their paws and 


hoofs gently and towards the well, they went. 


The two friends never spoke about their visit to the fairies to anyone. There were 
spying eyes and ears that followed them whenever they had a conversation with their former 
companions, and it was impossible to discuss such news. By then, it was clear they were on 


their own. 
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On Anna Miller and Jack Green’s wedding day, the farm have already dropped their 
discontent with the five friends and they all shared the happy moment just like the old times. 
They danced together, ate together, and they all sheered whenever they saw the pride. “She is 


so pretty”, they all agreed. 


By and by, Lily grew more beautiful. An eye-catchy angel that tasted like dreams to 
everyone’s eye. Lily sang with the birds, and raced with the little sheep and puppies around 
the farm. She rode the stallion and fed the cows. By then, she started to learn about the farm, 


and she asked endless questions to her father who was merry to answer every one of them. 


Every spring and summer, butterflies and birds flew to the farm from every corner of 
the world. They came to see the miracle. Blackbirds, swallows, cuckoos and many different 


birds that neither the Millers nor the animals of the farm have seen before. 


They all travelled there to see Lily. “The news were true”, they beamed, “She is a 
true angel” they all tweeted. Barry learned they have already met with other different birds, 
the same birds who visited last year, and the same birds who promised to come to visit their 


Queen again. 


Lily’s name travelled far from the hills of her village, beyond the mountains, the cities 
and the seas. She was becoming everyone’s favourite story, a story everyone yeamed to read 


or to hear. 


By then, the prophecy became more vivid as Martha Miller narrated. It was in the way 
Lily could heal animal’s broken legs or wings with her bare hands, and her touch that made 


the dead plants blossom again. Trying to revive the days of her lost child. Her visits to the 
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farm with her husband were more frequent by then. They were days that reminded them of 


their sweet Jasmin. They were days they wished never to end. 


With his wife, Richard wakes up early in the mornings. They go outside to watch the 
birds. To see those who arrived and wave goodbyes to those who were leaving. Every 
memory of sweet Jasmin came to visit them while they fed the same birds who were one-day 
friends of their daughter too. Nevertheless, even the happy memories could open the scars in 


their hearts, trying to remind them to count days for another girl would soon leave them too. 


Lily’s parents have decided not to disturb their minds of the coming days. Long ago, 
they decided to enjoy their days with Lily to the fullest and not to worry about the future. 
Their faith was strong for they believed that the world lies on the hand of the merciful God. 


They praised and prayed him to grant their daughter a long happy life. 


They enjoyed watching Lily while she had her walk in the farm. Where she met her 
friends and made acquaintances with new ones. Many times, she took her parents or 


grandparents’ hands as she introduced them to her fellows. 


By then, Lily called the birds and the animals with their very names, a thing that left 
them dazzled. What Snowball and George discovered later, that Lily actually understood 
every animal tongue. She spoke to everyone who visited the farm, inquiring from where they 


came and where they would go. 


As the days turned weeks, and weeks turned months, Lily was always there in the 
farm sharing love. She jumped here and there while all the animals sang and danced around 


her. 
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The two rebellions paid another visit to the fairies. It was becoming evident by their 
third visit that both the cat and the young sheep did wish to sacrifice their lives to save Lily. 


The question was then, who to select? 


They called for Lilibet who soon arrived. They hardly recognised her if not for her big 
round green eyes, and deep soft voice. Lilibet no longer had the vamparic robe on her; 


instead, she wore a loose fit white dress, kissed with violet and pink flowers. 


Since their first meeting with the animals, something altered on the fairies, changing 
them entirely. Their black robes were retrieving colours they have not worn in so many years. 
They were colours of life and nature that spoke of their warm hearts. Their wings resembled 
the shining stars. Translucent, yet sparkling effortlessly. They radiated more than ever with 


love and affection. 


George and Snowball stood their bewitched by Lilibet’s beauty as she smiled timidly. 
She called for Elisa and Dalia, her sisters who were eager to meet the young sheep and his 
friend. They were no less pretty than their sister was. They spoke gently and kindly thanking 
George and Snowball for their gift. The latter did not understand what the two fairies meant 


by that. However, Lilibet soon clarified. 


“Your visit was the best gift we had in centuries. The gift of care, trust and friendship. 
Along the years we spent in exile, we hardly managed to survive, as we had no one to support 
us, our wretched souls breathed the poisoning solitude. As for our powers, your love could 


finally reawaken our magic back. The more love we feel, the more magic we can perform” 


Having said that, the two friends were at ease for such change, as fairies were 


regaining their magic back, they would be ready to save their friend. 
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Lilibet had already knew about the cat and the young sheep wishes to sacrifice 
themselves to save Lily. The sacrifice only needed one loving soul, though which one of the 


two, she exclaimed. 


On Mr George’s story, one element bothered them all. He told the fairies about the 
way he felt when he first met the sweet baby, the envy he had for the little child and the way 


he hit her. The cat spoke the words with shame, regretting his silly mischievous deeds. 


On the other hand, Snowball was Lily’s first friend, the one she took care of since he 
was little. He told them all about their journeys, the games they played together, their small 


dancing parties and the stories they told each other until one of them would fall asleep. 


With such happy memories, Snowball had already the life every sheep or animal 
would love to live. His love for Lily has no boundaries nor words that could explain it. Lily 


was his best friend and he would give her his life with no second thoughts. 


By then, it was clear that Snowball was a better choice for the sacrifice. However, 
when the two friends were gone, Lilibet considered the change of feelings in Mr George’s 
heart. The way he became Lily’s friend, the way love changed him from an arrogant cat to 
offering himself to die for the little girl. It was important to consider too that unlike the other 
animals, he was not bewitched by the witchcraft miracle about Lily, the fairy soul that pours 


into her veins. 


In their way back to the farm, George’s face was deadly pale, his mind was absent and 
he spoke so little to his friend. Troubled with one thought, he stood still abruptly, for they 
missed one detail. In their way to save Lily, George would lose his friend too. Snowball was 
struck the moment George had shared with him the idea, because he too did not consider that. 
They hugged in the middle of the deserted road unable to utter another word for their tears 


had said it all. 
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As days went by, the young sheep became more determinant to do the sacrifice. He 
finally decided to tell his Mother after a fortnight from his visit to the well. He tried to 
convince her as tears got the best of them. The cat listened to their conversation with pain 


pressing tight on his chest. It was awful to see his friend saying goodbyes. 


DY 
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It was agreed with the fairies that by Lily’s birthday, the young sheep has to be there 
next to the well to attend the ritual. George stood next to him fighting back tears, and his 


heart aching with pain. Time slipped by and they hardly noticed. 


A week from her seventh birthday. Lily got sick. It was her first time ever; her parents 
were scarred, terrified of the idea of losing her. Harry rushed outside the house, hurrying 
towards the stables. There, he readied the horses. His trembling lips could articulate the 
words with cold sweat on his forehead, “It is Lily, Lily is sick”. He got the carriage ready in 
no time before he rode to Snowshill village. The horses heard the words and their hearts 


pumped with fire as their hoofs hit the road hard and fast. 


Soon enough, they made it to the village, through which they went to the apothecary, 
Mr Miller begged him to make haste. He became ready in a short notice, he took his bag by 


his hand and they fled out from the store. 


While Mr Miller was on his way to call for the doctor, Mrs Miller was laying on bed 
next to her daughter. Holding a wet handkerchief on Lily’s forehead, trying to fight back the 
burning fever of the child. The young angel’s face was pale, white as a snowflake, her body 


weak and fragile. 


Her two friends were at the end of the bed; their faces grew sadder, prisoned by 


anxiety and fear. 


The room was silent except from the clock, its arms ticking by the beats of their 


trembled hearts. “Tick-tock... tick-tock”, awakening their nightmares. 


Soon, the apothecary arrived. He checked Lily’s fever and her pulse. He asked about 


all what she ate. He reflected for some time then from his purse, he took off a green small 
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bottle. He explained that the cause for such illness was spring flue. “Nothing to worry 


about”, he comforted them. 


“Put two drops of this in her cup of water before she eats anything and soon she would feel 


better”. He concluded. 


Couple of days later, Lily felt much better, and the redness on her cheeks soon went 
back. She could walk outside the house, enjoying spring sunshine, racing little lambs and 
rabbits and tweeting with the birds. The other animals eyed her, smiling sadly, “the day is 


coming” the unpronounced words echoed in their chests. 
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16 


On Lily’s birthday, every eye, every flower, every leaf and cloud. They assembled to 
meet Lily, to catch Lily, to smell Lily before she is gone. The eyes and the clouds hardly held 
their tears, the flowers barely held their brightness, and the trees promised for a long autumn, 


one that may overthrow summer and spring, one that may last an eternity. 


Everyone watched Lily the moment she stepped outside. Sheep and cows clenching to 
their fences to get a glimpse of the child. Dogs, chicken and birds stood calm and still. It was 


a quiet morning, too silent, too deafening for their miserable souls. 


The Millers and Jack stood on the porch, praying for no harm would fall on their 


sweet angel as she walked towards the hencoop. 


By then, the young sheep was heading to the attic to bid farewell to his friend. 
Farewells are always hard to say, always hard to swallow. Whitebeard ascended the ladder to 
find his friend next to the window, his favourite place where he loves to sit. He came closer 
to the window to see sweet Lily feeding the little chicks. “She grew up so fast” George 


uttered sadly. 


“Yes she did”, replied Snowball as tears filled his eyes. 


Before Snowball could start bidding farewell to his friend, the cat interrupted for he 


had something to say. 


“T had the pleasure knowing you whitebeard, you were such a good friend since the very 
moment I met you. You opened my eyes to things I was completely unaware of. You taught me 


how to love and how to be a good friend”. The cat’s blue eyes swam with tears. 


Staring at the floor, he continued, “I want you to know I’m proud for having meeting 
such a loyal, noble and honest creature as you, and I’m so sorry for this”. 
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All of a sudden, Mr George leaped outside the attic. With such brilliant agility, he 
managed to release the door from its hook. The attic’s door slummed shut prisoning the 
young sheep inside. The cat’s voice came from behind it apologising “I’m sorry my good 
friend, this is the right choice”. He then flew outside the house heading to the well. Snowball 


called after his friend, but it was hopeless. 


Lily suddenly stopped as if she was talking to the air. They all watched her carefully, 
the way she whispered, how she nod and turned to everyone who was watching her and 
smiled. There, she fell to the floor like a feather. Her parents rushed to her, where they could 


catch her last words “It’s ok Mom, Dad, I’m going to a beautiful place”. 


Soon, her grandparents, Aunt Anna and Jack joined them. Her body was getting 
colder. Her pulse was feeble and the oceans on her eyes were nothing but deserts. Their eyes 
were pouring tears as sadness clouded on their faces. They hugged her while a small knot of 
animals gathered around them. Snowball followed from the attic’s window, his breath 
quickened. He prayed for Lily, he prayed his friend’s sacrifice would not go in vein. He was 
mad at the cat, yet he understood the great chivalry of his fellow as the latter was racing the 


wind to join his fate. 
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Before the well stood the cat, he met the fairies who were awaiting for him. They 
were floating in a large circle like golden feathers. “We have no time” Elisa urged them to 


start. 


He approached the edge following Elisa’s instructions. For a moment, fear seized 
him, not of death but of fear of failing. He was worried his love was not enough. He was one- 
step from the edge; he looked at the world, trying to get a final look. The place has changed 
he remarked. It looked greener with different plants, decorated with colourful flowers and 


roses. It was becoming the fairies kingdom. 


As Elisa started the ritual, Mr George was content to die in such beautiful place for 
such noble cause. He wished his friend were there, a familiar face that would make him feel 
less lonely. However, he enjoyed the fairy’s chanting, the song he did not understand its 


lyrics, but he clearly got its purpose. It spoke about life and death, love and friendship. 


Some seconds later, the chanting stopped. The cat raised his eyes to Elisa who gave 
him a nod. The cat closed his eyes, took a deep breath, he felt peace finally and walked the 


missing step, he fall downward to a bottom he never reached. 


In the farm, while every eye was shedding tear, and rain was pouring down, 
something interrupted the screams and cries. It was Lily, she finally opened her eyes. The 
place was awaken from its grief. The tears of sadness were been replaced by others of joy. 
Everyone danced and leaped. Mr Miller hugged his little child in glorification. Praising the 


lord for the gift between his hands. 


Lilibet watched passionately the scene while she was floating unseen above 


everyone’s heads. She saw Lily awakening from her coma, and there she knew that the 
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sacrifice was accepted. She gave another glance to Martha and Richard, her parents. The 
latter could sense their daughter around; a sense that only Moms and Dads would feel. They 
looked upward to see the very eyes of their child. Green eyes they were, staring back at them. 
Lilibet waved at them, and an instant later, she was gone. She then hurried back to the well 


where she must attend another ceremony. 


By the end of the day, everyone spoke of the miracle, the girl who survived. The 
animals knew about the heroic deed of the cat as Snowball told them all about their pact with 
the fairies. They felt sorry for not trusting them, surely, an apology was required they agreed. 
The party urged the young sheep to arrange a meeting through which they would invite the 


fairies and ask for their friendship. 


As days went by, The Millers never knew what happened to the poor cat as they 
searched for him many times. Meanwhile, Snowball was often ascending to the attic. The 


place where he felt his friend’s presence. 


In one of the evenings and all of a sudden, a fairy showed up in the attic as Snowball 
was still laying there. She was warm yellow that shaped the warmth of spring sunlight. It 
wore short pants instead of a robe, green baggy long shorts. It flew all around the place. With 
sparkling wings in the blackness of the room. Its blue eyes were familiar that made the young 


sheep wonders. He followed it, studying it curiously “hey there”, he welcomed. 


The fairy flew before the young sheep’s face “Hello Whitebeard”, came the reply. 


- The end — 
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